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A heavy musk of sex filled the air as the man pounded himself into his mate. He couldn't believe he was doing this, and doesn't understand why he was having sex behind his wife's back. He had known Anna for years and never felt any attraction towards her. But tonight was different somehow. Her tight figure, her hefty ass, her slender legs, her beautiful hair, it had all called out to him, it made him utterly intoxicated.

He could barely think. All he cared about was the moment he was sharing with his beloved Anna. Her body, so warm. Her ass, so fine. Her pussy, so, so warm and wet. She whinnied and looked back at him, her tail twitching as he returned with a scream of ecstasy, climaxing deep in her winking vagina. Anna could barely contain herself, practically trotting in place as her master came.

The man didn't care that his mate was a horse. In his deep blue eyes, his love for her was so pure, so soothing that he had no regrets, nor did he feel guilt for having sex behind his newlywed wife's back with a barn animal. He stood there, draping himself over Anna's rump, contemplating his newfound love as his seed continued to ebb in the soft innards of the mare. And soft they were, even as Anna massaged her master's shaft with her strong vaginal muscles, he couldn't help but feel completely relaxed. His experience with Anna was greater than that of any human female he had ever slept with, and he felt no shame.

Easing back, his penis slipped out of the mare's vagina, cum oozing out. He grinned as he stared deep into the pink organ, trickled with his own seed. She wanted more, this he could tell as Anna continued to wink, legs anchored for mounting. The young man leaned forward, pressed his face against the warm lips of Anna's pussy, and began to lick it clean. Again, he didn't know why he was doing what he's doing now. All that he knew was that for some unknown reason, he wanted Anna as he rubbed his nose in her slit with each lick. The mares innards were sweet, oh so sweet, sweeter than they were warm, and his golden blonde hair clung to his forehead with the sweet alluring juices.

"Jeff?" His wife called from beyond the barn door, creeping it open. "Jeff, I heard some noises in here. Is everything oka-" Jeff's wife froze at the sight of her husband eating out Anna, her mouth agape. She couldn't believe it, her own husband, the person she had been married to for only a week but knew as kids, was already cheating on her with a mare! A beast! Did that mean that Jeff held Anna in a higher regard? Did he even care for his wife? The young woman's head reeled with questions that she couldn't begin to fathom the answers to. She soon realized, despite her spinning mind, that something was out of place.

Jeff's head seemed like it had been partially engulfed by the mare's vagina. With each wink of the sex, and each bob of Jeff's head, it seemed that more of Jeff disappeared between Anna's folds. The young woman clutched her fists, not out of anger or hate, but out of fear. "J-Jeff..." She called out again, and with a slurp, Jeff's head had been entirely consumed by Anna's wet pussy.

"JEFF!!" Cried his wife as she ran to his side and gripped his arm, tugging at him, hoping to free his head. But Jeff did not resist. He simply wriggled in his wife's grip, pushing forward as Anna continued to tense and relax as if she were gobbling him up. Fluids ran over Jeff's shoulders and down his chest and arms, making it difficult for his wife to maintain her grip as she slipped off. Stumbling backwards, struggling to regain her balance from all that backwards momentum, the young woman witnessed as Jeff folded his shoulders forward and all but slid in Anna up to his chest. The horse whinnied loudly as her organs distended.

The hapless woman cried out in anguish and fear. Anna pushed back against Jeff, and swallowed him up to his bare hips.

"Jeff! No!" she cried again, and wrapped her arms around his posterior. Despite all her strength, freeing her husband from this sort of man-eating vagina, so she came to think of it, Jeff's hips slowly sunk into the horse. Anna's belly rapidly began to expand outwards with the shift in Jeff's weight, appearing almost as if she were heavily pregnant. By this time, vaginal fluids readily poured from her sex to lubricate the man. His thighs slowly sank into darkness, his wife pleading Anna to release her husband.

"Why...why is this happening?" She sobbed shakily, figuring that she did not have the strength to free her husband.

"Because he wished it to." Came a dry old voice. A small, frail frame draped in a ragged old cloak seemingly appeared out of thin air in the darkest shadow of the barn. "He wished to be with the one he loves most for all eternity."

"What do you mean?!" The woman demanded. "I'm the one he loves! So why is he being sucked up this...this BEAST'S pussy?!" She waved a shaky finger to the wriggling legs protruding from the mare's vagina.

"This is happening because your husband was not specific with what he wanted. So I chose for him, and I chose the being that will always return his unconditional love for him, which is the purest form of love." The old woman grinned.

"If you caused this, then stop this! Please, I beg you!" the young woman pleaded.

"I cannot grant a wish that interferes with the wish of another."

The young woman reeled as if she had been slapped, and sunk to her knees, sobbing, heavy tears trickling down her face. Anna's innards seemingly churned, turning Jeff inside her womb to allow the last of his figure inside, and what was left of Jeff merely disappeared into the belly of the beast. Almost immediately, Anna's belly began to pulse, and with each pulse, the lump inside her slowly shrank. Anna reeled her head and whinnied yet again, and as she was doing so, her entire body began to throb.

"Those two will never be inseparable again. Not in life, not in death, not in the afterlife. They are one now." The old woman tipped her small frame in a half bow as if to show respect for the two former individuals.

The young woman did not understand what this hag had meant. Her mind was not able to immediately piece the puzzle together. She watched as the mare kneeled down on her hind legs while her torso slowly crackled in collapse, two budding orbs forming between her forelegs, which were beginning to look more like arms than legs of a horse. It was then, when the woman made out the forming digits from the receding hooves, did she understand what the old...witch had meant.

"I wish..." she sobbed, gripping the loose soil under her hand, "I wish this never happened."

"What's your name, young lady?" The old woman asked.

"Veera..."

"Well then, Veera. I shall grant your wish." The witch gently placed her hand on the back of Veera's head. "I can't change the past, but I can offer this." She grinned as Veera's thoughts went hazy, then white.


The next day, Veera woke in her bed as sunlight gently washed over her face. She clutched her head and gently pressed against her temples, unable to recall the events of the previous night. She felt like she had been run over by a train. Slowly, she worked herself out of bed and onto wobbly feet. "Musta drank too much..." She murmured. "I was out last night...how did I get home?" She wondered aloud.

"I brought you home." Came a smooth, almost creamy voice. Startled, Veera spun around and gazed upon the body occupying her corner chair. The woman before her had a tall, yet slender build, but her features seemed odd to Veera. "I found you passed out on the barn floor and brought you home. I'm sorry if I'm imposing, I just wanted to make sure you were alright." Said the woman, standing up straight and taking a step forward. A clop resounded through the finished wooden room as the woman came into the light.

Veera's mouth hung agape at what she considered to be an utterly beautiful creature. There before her stood what appeared to be a pure white horse, but with the proportions of that of an extremely full and exaggerated human female, standing well over two feet taller than Veera. Long golden blonde hair trickled downwards to frame the creature's face, and lead into a shimmering and thick mane draped over her narrow shoulders. Veera trailed her eyes downward at the creature's watermelon, yet seemingly feathery soft breasts, then further down to her narrow waist which was accented by hips wider than the creature's shoulders. Veera was surprised to see that the tall, graceful creature managed to maintain her balance on petite, glossy black hooves.

"Thank you, then, for taking me home...uhm...?" Veera blushed, slowly turned her head when she realized how long she had been staring.

"Jenna." Came the creature. "My name is Jenna." She smiled, her lips so lush and full. Jenna extended a hand framed with two fingers and a thumb. Anna smiled back and lightly grasped and shook that hand.

"So, do you live around here?" Veera asked, tilting her head.

Jenna parted her lips as if she had intended to speak, but then paused for a moment. "I really don't know. I don't really remember anything." She admitted, scratching her head in confusion. "The first thing I remember is coming to out in your fields."

Veera didn't quite understand why, but for some reason, she believed this magnificent creature. "Oh..." She exhaled, leaned forward and hugged Jenna sympathetically with a massive breast just under her chin. "I'm so sorry to hear that."

Jenna simply smiled and stroked Veera's soft auburn hair. She felt safe, content just being around Veera. "It's okay" She whispered back.

Veera inclined her head, pressed her lips against Jenna's, and shifted her weight forward. They stood there, sharing a deep passionate kiss, tongues mingling, and neither of them understood why they felt so at peace being in each other's presence. Breaking the kiss, Veera looked up, gazing into Jenna's cool blue eyes. She could swear she had seen those vast eyes before, so full of warmth and love. But it didn't matter to her where she had seen them before. All that mattered to both of them is that despite having just met, they shared the same familiar feelings.
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